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TO MY FRIENDS, ESPECIALLY AN UNSEEN ONE, 
WHO WITH KIND CRITICISM AND FAVORABLE 
COMMENDATION, HAVE ENCOURAGED ME _ TO 
PRESENT MY LITTLE BOOK. 


Dere hain’t be no excuse I mak’ 

For “Oup In Ole Vermont” you fin’, 
TI only hope you ketch Vesprit 

Aw read my heart between de line. 


INTRODUCTION 


THE author of this little volume of French dia- 
lect verse needs no introduction to her readers from 
my pen, as the numbers she has submitted for pub- 
lication have already accomplished that and brought 
her much appreciative recognition. 

It is for the few to preserve to posterity this 
quaint and charming dialect in song and story. But 
her verses do more than this for they vividly portray 
all the finer qualities of the habitant and breathe 
forth the very atmosphere of his country. 

His quaint humor, droll wit, vivacity, piety, loy- 
alty, fidelity and contentment are expressed with a 
spirit of kindly interest and tender sentiment. 

Like Burns’, hers is the gift to see the beauty of 
simple folk in simple surroundings and to present it 
with such a charm and naive philosophy as to en- 
rich all. 

BEssIE SIMMONS PEASE 


Montgomery Center, Vermont 
April 15, 1920. 
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OUP IN OLE VERMONT 


P’RAP you hear de paper tole 

Of beeg man on de Stat’ 

Who boss ra’lroad an’ politique, 

An’ hever’t’ing dat’s great. 

Jus’ kip dis on your head ma frien’, 
You fin’ pour certainment, 

De bes’ of all of dem was raise 

Back oup in ole Vermont. 

I got me wan mos’ firs’-class job— 
Dat’s valet for rich man 

Who don’ stay long on de sam’ place 
But pass so soon he can. 

Som’tam Bos’ton—som’tam Spo’kane— 
I go jos’ w’ere he want. 

But w’ere I lak to place ma foot 

Ees oup in ole Vermont. 

W’en Central Park leef oup her head 
An’ sout’ win’ blow some more, 
W’en all de leetle bird sing out 

Dat Wintertam ees o’er, 

He t’ink de sam’ t’ing I do me, 

Je ne sais pas comment, 

*Tis dat de sugar-tam ees come 
Back oup in ole Vermont. 

He say, ‘“‘Pierre, pack portemanteau. 
Leev out ma beaver hat 

An’ full-dress suit. W7’ere I was go 
I hav’ no use for dat. 

Depeche-toi donc! I’m beeg hur-ry—” 
An’ he look tres savant, 

An’ say, “I got some beez-nesse, me, 
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Back oup in ole Vermont.” 

We’en we was start on ra’l-road train 
He tak’ a drawing room 

An’ say, “Bien! Restez-vous tranquille. 
Jos mak’ you’self to home.” 

He laugh an’ talk lak he was boy, 
An’ tell me wit’ vraiment 

De happiest day of all hees life 

Was oup in ole Vermont. 

We drive oup w’ere hees fader leev 
Right troo de leetle town. 

Les enfants know who dat was dere 
An’ pass de news aroun’. 

Les amis come for say, “Ben jour;” 
An’ all de habitant, 

For dat’s de welcome dat dey geev 
Back oup in ole Vermont. 

De wick we pass oup on de farm 

I mos’ forget ma place. 

We work, an’ heat at sam’ tab’le 
An’ t’ink eet no disgrace. 

Ba gosh! We mak’ de ham an’ egg 
Look insignificant, 

De pie an’ do’nut, pork an’ bean, 
Back oup in ole Vermont. 

New York’s all right for mak’monee, 
An’ Washington for fame, 

But hif you want to leev, ma frien’ 
Vermont’s de place an’ name. 

We all be better man, I know, 

Hif we could go souvent 

An’ tak’ a wick in sugar-tam 

Back oup in ole Vermont. 
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WHEN JEREMIE CAME BACK 


Bon jour, M’sieu, an’ how you was? 
Long tam I no see you. 

Mos’ torty year I b’leev com’ Spring 

I moves away—dat’s true. 

I ride oup on de stage las’ night 
Mais all ban shange for me. 

Dat driver she was not de sam’ 
Hotel-man not Row-lee. 

I see beeg house on hever side, 

Nace walk, pole telephone, 

Wit’ licorish light on all de store, 
My, but de place she grown! 

I say, ‘““W’ere Sam? Wil-lis? An’ Joe?” 
I user know dem all. 

But now mos’ hever wan I pass 

He say hees name ees Hall. 

I ask “Cort Kelton run gris’meel ?” 
An’ w’en I go to see 

Dat place was fill wit’ honder man 
Lak wan beeg familee. 

I do not know w’ere I was at 

W’en pos’ a letter me, 

Ba gosh, dat leetle Willie-boy 

Ban mak’ som’ beeg monee. 

W’en I lef’ here, dat Pos’ Office 
Was run by Democrat, 

Mais dat was torty year com’ Spring 
An’ still she don’ get back. 

Dere’s jos’ wan t’ing I aint see shange 
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I hope dey alway stan’ 

Dat’s cover bridge an’ blacksmiff-shop 
We fin’ dem right on han’. 

De meel ees not de sam’ ole place 
I know eet not a-tall. 

De only wan I know for sure 

Say “Oui.” w’en I say “Paul?” 

I wish I hear Jim Martin sing 
An’ dat ole Brass-ban play, 

An’ see full torty man I know 
Who aint be here today. 

I’m goin’ me again pour bon, 

I aint com’ back som’ more. 

I meet de wans I look for here 
Oup on a l’autre bord! 
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THE CONTENTED FARMER 


O bE plac’ I lak bes’ ees de Vallee Trout Riviere 

W’en de Spring-tam com’ bac’ an’ de warm breeze 
she blow, 

W’en de snow on de coteau ees melted for ever 

An’ de mud oup from Buckshar is four feet or so. 

Mon pere, M’sieu Goddiere ban habitant farmer 

An’ leev all hees day doun on good ole Kebec 

Mais, w’en I spik anglais jos lak any Yankee, 

I tink “Mr. Goddard” geev me mor re’spec’. 

I cam’ here wan Winter to cut log for Hutchin’ 

An’ marry ma Rosie I foun’ at Hibou, 

An’ raise oup ma familee of une douzaine enfants 

De way Teddy Roosevel’ want us to do. 

I’m out on de mornin’ an’ see de sun climin’ 

"Way oup on de sky to de top of Ole Jay; 

I hear de firs’ robin dat sing on de maple 

An’ dat mak’ me glad I am livin’ today. 

De farm ees not beeg an’ l’argent not plaintee, 

But wan t’ing I got dat rich man cannot buy 

An’ dat ees good helt, an’ moche of contentment, 

So w’at more I want? I am all satisfy. 

I ban to San Halben two tam on de jury, 

An’ offen to witness on ma brodder Jean, 

On Chris’mus an’ New Year I go doun to Richford 

An’ al’way com’ back me ’roun’ by Aberco’n. 

I henvy noboddy on all Etats-Unis 

For hees hottermobeel I would not swap ma hoss, 

Dere’s plaintee for heat an’ wood for de Winter, 

I own ma farm clear—an’ no man’s ma boss. 
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A REMINISCENCE—1915 


An’ don’ I remember wan day at March meetin’ 

I stan’ on de back of de wan on de farm, 

An’ vote me to drive out de man dat have monee 

An’ hoppress de people an’ do us moche harm. 

I see dem ride pas’ in deir surrey an’ hotter 

An’ dat mak’ me mad w’en I fin’ I have none. 

I don’ pay deir tax w’en it cos’ me a quarter. 

I lay by my monee. P’rap I buy me wan. 

De farmer he tole me de wood eet ban cheaper, 

An’ dat meat be plaintee an’ moche of potate. 

Mais hif you no monee to buy any of eet 

I don’ see me now w’at de ’vantage of dat. 

He say dat dey bus’ oup de road wit’ deir log-team 

An’ don’ care a rap for de cos’ of repair, 

But, ba gosh, I wish I could see twenty passin’ 

An’ all dose beeg hoxen dat user be dere. 

He say dat de Merchan’, Hotelman, an’ Docteur 

Want to get all our monee, so vote for de mill, 

An’ we can get goods from Shears, Sharkin an’ 
Bucksaw, 

An’ dey pay de tax an’ not sen’ us no bill. 

Mais me I lak bettaire dem day w’en de w’istle 

Call feefty man out for work an’ good pay, 

Deir houses was full an’ hever wan happy 

An’ all of de people not movin’ away. 

De ole town’s deserted, de Church eet ees empty, 

An’ hever wan’s beez-nesse ees seem to relax, 

An’ all I have lef’ for to kip oup ma courage 

Ees dat quarter I save w’en I don’ pay deir tax. 

We fin’ out too late dat de goose dat lay gol’-egg 
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Aint haf to hunt ’roun’ ver’ moche for a nes’. 

An’ w’en you haf got wan, w’at for do you kill 
heem ? 

De year as dey go by ban tole you de res’. 


AFTER THE FIRE—CHRISTMAS EVE, 1909 


Ba gosh w’at mak’ me feel so bad 
An ’tear com’ on ma face, 

An’ hever’t’ing she look so sad 
’Roun’ all about de place, 

De sun aint seem to shine so bright 
An’ de moon mak’ no show, 

I wish I see dem licorish-light 

Dat user com’ an’ go. 

I feel lak I should bus’ myse’f 
W’en I look doun de road 

For see de mans all move away 
Wit’ wan, an’ two-t’ree load. 

I t’ink me of dem day dat’s gone 

In ole Montgomer-y 

Wat for dey say ‘““Hooraw for Maine!” 
She’s good enuff for me. 

We got rambishin lef, ba gosh, 
Dere’s log for twenty mill. 

W’ere ees dat camp on Hannerclark 
Dat Hall an’ Row-lee buil’? 

Dat mak’a good sum’mere resort— 
De skeeter jos as tick 

As on de shore 0’ Moosehead Lake 
An’ jos as spry an’ quick! 
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JEREMIE ON RECIPROCITY 


PourQuor si triste? I don’ know, me, 
W’at mak’ you feel so bad. 

I guess you t’ink of de days pass 
An’ good tam dat you had— 

Ba! Dat ees bon pour meditate 
Mais, en present for me! 

Le bon Dieu say He only geev 

To each man aujourd’hui. 

Mon frere, he leev on Richelieu, 
Beeg man on Canada— 

Own magasin an’ two-t’ree farm, 
An’ seet en Parliament. 

He tak’ no comfort lak I do, 

He tink he do not beat, 

An’ hever tam election come 

He ’fraid he los’ hees seat. 

Ba gosh, de country’s politique 
Aint worry mans lak me. 

I nevaire hear until las’ wick 
*Bout Reciprocity! 

Alphonse, ma boy, cam’ off de State 
Hees Chauffeur on New York, 

He tole how Roosevel’ an’ Taft, 
Ba gosh, dey get to work 

An’ bus’ de gran’ ole party oup 
Because Taft didn’t see 

De leetle game dat Teddy play 
Call’ Reciprocity. 

Dat mak’ me mad for see beeg man 
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a oe 


Fight lak petit enfant 

An’ all de paper write beeg lie 

To mak’ de mos’ l’argent. 

On Forty-two, mon pere he move 
Hees w’ole beeg familee 

Dat’s seven girl an’ five garcon 

To leev on Brome County; 

An’ w’en de War broke out, Camille, 
T’ree took gun an’ knap-sack 

An’ march behin’ de Star an’ Stripe’ 
An’ only wan cam’ back. 

Bote side to us was all de sam’, 

Dat iron-pos’ we nevaire mine 

La Montagne Verte—La Missisquoi, 
For God, He nevaire mak’ no Line. 
Ma leetle farm stan’ on de hill 
Wit’ alm an’ maple all aroun’ 

Wan foot she stan’ on Canada, 

An’ wan on Yankee groun’. 

I leev ma simple life content 

An’ try to do de bes’ I can— 

De Wan dat rule de earth an’ sea 
Kip showin’ us how small ees Man. 


We dwell lak brodder side by side, 
in Peace, an’ Love an’ Hever’t’ing. 
De Fo’rt’ I sing “H’ America!” 


Dominion Day—“God Save De King!’ 
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T’RIFT 


I cer lettaire wan day las’ wick 
Write to me by Yankee man, 

Ask me tole heem on de paper 
’Bout dis countree, hif I can. 

Oui, M’sieu, tink I’ll do eet, 

An’ I know jos w’at to say 

For I don’ forgit de ole tam 

Lak I does de t’ings today. 

Eet was sev’ty years las’ Chris’mus 
Since I pass from St. John, me, 
Wit’ de man bro’t load of potash 
Troo San Halben, down vallee; 

So I chop heem all dat Winter, 
An’ I mak’ eet purty good 

For he heat an ’sleep an’ pay me 
Twenty-five cent cord for wood. 
Yankee style for mak’ de monee 
Ees correc’ for get rich quick, 

But I tole you dey miss som’ting 
Dat won’ stan’ for second pick. 
Dat’s w’ere habitant got foot in, 
Dey geev Church la premiere classe, 
An’ de’vorce dey ain’t no use for— 
W’en dey marry eet mus’ las’, 

Den ’twas Johnson, Hopkin, Heechcock, 
Lo’s of Smiff an’ som’ Barlow. 
Ev’ry wan of dem spik anglais— 
I was all alone Tetrault. 
Aujourd’hui dey hunt to fin’ heem, 
Habitant ees on deir place 
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Who ees proud for raise eet yong wan 
An’ who mak’ eet no desgrace. 

En present eet’s Ruisseau, Bedard, 
St. Aubin an’ Corriveau; 
Brouillette, Lambert, Le Blanc, Coté, 
An’ two t’ousan’ more Tetrault. 
Now, les enfants know to write heem 
Lak dey do across de sea, 

An’ was glad for show de people 
Deir Parisian ancestry. 

Modders teach her girl for help heem 
Wash an’ iron, sew an’ knit, 

Cook good meal an’ mak’ de pre-serve— 
Let de man boss politique. 

Ev’rywan know catechism, 

Go on Church an’ all say prayer. 
Don’ tak’ all de tam for t’ink eet 
W’ere to go an’ w’at to wear. 

All dese hill was wan beeg forest, 
Plaintee maple, spruce, an’ pine; 
Jos to bodder for to ketch heem 
We have trout mos’ any tam. 

An’ we nabor wit’ each odder, 

Buil’ heem barn an’ chop heem wood, 
Go an’ help heem w’en he sick eet, 
Beaucoup tam do w’at we should. 
Den ole farm was good for raise eet 
All we heat an’ w’at we wear. 

Hif you only work for get heem 
You can fin’ heem anyw’ere. 

Oui, M’sieu, hif you want "hole w’eat 
All de chaff you got to sift, 

An’ dere otter ban a pension 
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On dat leetle virtue “T’rift.” 

I ain’t mad for see ma nabor 

Ride on hotter, dat’s de truf, 

But for me to use all year ’roun’ 
Bes’ be satisfy wit’ roof. 

I lak musique an’ to dance eet 

I don’ tank eet was a sin. 

Hif I can’t pay for piano 

P’rap I can buy violin. 

Ba, M’sieu, I ain’t spik anglais 
Purty good an’ w’at I say 

I don’ want you t’ink de ole tam 
Beat de wan we have today. 

Mais, eet’s well to bring oup young wan 
So dey don’ forget to know 

Too beeg hurry don’ spell Suc’cess; 
To get mos’ of life—Go Slow. 


22 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


NEIGHBORS 


Harn’ dere lo’s of ting dat mak’ you 
Laugh lak Yankee “oup you sleev’ ” 
W’en you watch de leetle antic 

Of som’ nabor w’ere you leev? 
Dere’s Mis’ Smiff dat’s alway tellin’ 
W’at her ole man say, ba oui! 

Mais, dere hain’t no wan dat hear heem. 
Nevaire ban get chance you see. 

An’ she brag about de yong wan, 

How he get mos’ firs’ class pay, 

An’ beez-nesse can’t ronne wit’out heem 
So dey raise eet som’ alway. 

An’ w’en she was com’ from city 

On parade lak millionaire, 

Eet ban good dat she explain eet 
For eet seem quite necessaire. 

Oh dat Yankee man dat’s teacher 

He beat hevert’ing I see, 

All de tam aroun’ de village 

Geev a lif’ on som’boddy, 

An’ he know so moche on book, too, 
But he always mak’ you bleev 

Dat you ban de smarter person 

On dis worl’ dat nevaire leev. 

An’ hees leetle femme, ba golly, 

He ees jus’que la méme chose. 

Eet ees purty good en present, 

See how moche a LADY knows. 

An hain’t all de tam for tole eet, 
But she has so many way 
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Dat ban show eet on de people 

As you pass dem hever’ day. 

Now dere’s leetle Madame Gendreau 
Dat hain’t got moche use for you 
Hif you hain’t de style for dress oup, 
An’ got plaintee monee too. 

Mebbe w’en she want you halp eet, 
Heem ban purty as can be, 

Mais som’ oder tam w’en we meet 
He ain’t know dat eet ees me. 
Dere’s de ole man Louis Menoche 
Dat stay long tam on de pray’r, 

An’ at Church on Sunday mornin’ 
He ees firs’ wan to be dere; 

But we’en he was sole de potate 

You ain’t nevaire fine bushel 

Ba! W’en milk ees short on Winter 
Leetle water jos as well! 

An’ Madame Sophia Riley, 

(User be Sophie Brouillette) 

An’ her man own plaintee timber, 
Mak’ beeg monee quick dat way. 

Ba! She try hard mak’ nace talk her, 
Tole about her farm an’ car, 

An’ because dat she ban French wance 
Eet ees halp heem soun’ de “R.” 
P’rap you know som’ wan lak Denise, 
Who leev all tam on de place 

An’ w’en anywan ees need her 

Dere ees were you fine her face. 
Mais, she’s kind to hever’ boddy, 
Say de good word w’en you sad, 
An’ som’ tam w’en you ban prosper 
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You jos know dat she ees glad. 
Mebbe p’rap he ain’t so pious 

As som’ odder wan I know, 

But “Las’ Day” w’en we all settle, 
I bet Denise mak’ good show. 

Jos de sam’ wit’ lo’s of person 
Dat seem almos’ doun an’ out, 
Eet ain’t dose dat do de talkin’ 
Dat we feel so sure about. 


Course we all have got our notion— 
All our fonny leetle way, 

An’ you lak dem all de bettaire 

As you know dem hever’ day. 

But I tole you dis for fac’ truf— 
You mus’ hunt long tam to fine 

On dis worl’ a lot of nabor 

Dat ees quite so nace as mine. 
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MY DREAM 


W’eN Winter began los hees grip 
An’ ain’t com’ back som’ more, 
W’en sugar tam is in de air 

An’ Spring ees at de door, 

I have de sam’ dream, me, Batiste, 
I tole eet now to you— 

Eet tak’ me back mos’ forty year, 
Ba gosh, I wish eet true! 

I see Nors Troy so plain lak day, 
Owl Head an’ Province Hill, 

An’ Sugar Loaf—across de line, 

I wonder dey dere still? 

I tak’ a walk troo Adams woods 
Along de railroad track, 

An’ stop to hever sugar house 
Before I was com’ back. 

An’ den I go for wan good slide 
Down dat stip Sanborn Hill, 

Rite t’roo de town, across ole bridge 
Roun’ by de Sartwell Mill. 

But dat, an’ saw-mill, machine shop, 
I do no fin’ dem dere, 

De w’ole beez-nesse an’ Mason Hill 
Is now de “Blairveneer.” 

I go on Lewis gallerie 

For get ma picture took, 

An’ all de tam for leetle bird 

He kip me on de look. 

I tink I don’ see Barber Fred 

He maybe pass away? 
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Mais non, he right on earth, Baptiste, 
An’ shave ’em hever day! 

Dey say to me Beel Buggy Hall 
Was for de Clubroom sol’ 

H’if I rich man I buy dat plac’ 

For memory eet hol’. 

De ole Brass-ban’ she play som’ tune 
I tink I hear befor’ 

W’en roller skater boy an’ girl 

Was pile oup on de floor. 

An’ no mistake, dat’s som’ musique— 
An’ don’ forget ma boy, 

Dat M’sieu Sousa’s nottin’ on 

De ole Brass-ban’ in Troy. 

I hear dem sweet love songs som’ more, 
My eyes wit’ tears are fill 

For minstrel show, an’ violin, 

An’ voices dat are still. 

De school w’ere Charlie Putney teach 
I lak eet mos’ firs’ rate, 

Dere ain’t anoder wan I know 

Can beat it on de State. 

Dis dream comes alway in de Spring 
An’ feel ma heart wit’ joy, 

An’ w’en I go de long portage 
Pleas’ tak’ me back to Troy! 
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LOUIS PAUL 


I set dere ain’t noboddy here 

Got boy lak Louis Paul! 

For mos’ strange chil’ you nevaire see, 
I t’ink she beat dem all. 

Since she ban leetle two-t’ree year 
She foller me on fiel’ 

Mais ain’t no bodder, not atall, 

She ain’t get on ma heel, 

But chase de butter-fly aroun’ 

To get hees pedigree. 

Hees teacher say he tank dat she 

Be ’nodder Agassiz. 

Bapteme! Dat mak’ me purty mad 
To hear heem call eet nam’! 

P’rap he ain’t good on de book; 

She smart, dough, jos de sam’, 

He spik to chipmonk on de wood, 
Right out of tree dey com’, 

An’ heat de crumb dat he ban fetch 
An’ mak’ heemse’f to home. 

He get de firs’ flower on de Spring; 
He know de wil’ bird’ nes’ 

Dey’re anserin’ w’en he was call 
Dey know who lak dem bes’. 

She walk two mile an’ more al-so 
To follow honey-bee 

An’ dey ain’t mak’ de foolish heem. 
He alway fin’ de tree. 

O my! De feesh dat boy was ketch 
Beat all de man on place, 
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An’ w’en som’ tam I go along 

I ain’t for show ma face. 

I love to watch hees leetle way 
An’ see how fas’ he grow, 

Eet’s beeg surprise com’ on ma hade 
To see how moche he know. 

But w’en we say de prayer at night 
An’ t’ank Bon Dieu for all, 

I mak’ wan mor’ all by mese’f— 
Dat we kip Louis Paul. 


MEMORIES 


I reEv lak I was boy som’ more, 
Mus’ dance an’ sing, ‘““Hooraw!” 
You t’ink mebbe I gone crazee? 

I tell you w’at eet for. 

W’en I was yong lak you, Batiste, 
We leev on Canada, 

Mon pere was Cesaire St. Aubin 
An’ we was habitant! 

Ma femme he work w’en he was girl 
In meel at Trois Riviere. 

An’ brought two honder piastre, her, 
Chez-nous dans sa soulier! 

Mais, w’en we maree, she tell me, 
“Ba! Let us go on State, 

An’ buy wan farm an’ mak’ monee 
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An’ not so long for wait. 

Den hif you com’ rich man Cesaire, 
An’ don’ work not a-tall, 

We buy beeg house, an’ put on style, 
An’ leev on Montreal.” 

So, w’en de Spring-tam com’, Batiste, 
We don’ stay dere no more, 

But tak’ our leetle familee 

An’ move a l’autre bord. 

Her brodder write us for com’ here, 
Buy nace farm on de hill, 

An’ chop de wood, an’ cut de log, 
An’ draw eet to de mill. 

O ba gosh me, I don’ forget 

De leetle house we mak’ 

Wit’ jos wan room—all by ourse’f 
De comfort dat we tak’. 

De sugar-tam was all aroun’; 

De bird sing all de day, 

Ma heart she’s full of sweet musique, 
Ma work she seem lak play. 

We clear de lan’, raise fine potate, 
An’ plant nace happle tree, 

An’ hever year dat com’ on place 
We grow more familee. 

We got six girl an’ seven garcon, 
Dat mak’ us jos torteen, 

Dey all heat well, get fat an’ beeg, 
So smart you nevaire seen, 

Dey go on school an’ read an’ write. 
Mais! Dey sont bons enfants! 
Dey spik de French de Curé talk, 
An’ not lak habitant. 
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For Yankee man we mak’ good style. 
Bien! Not de clo’es we wear— 
But jos four mile we drive to Church 
An’ hever wick we’re dere. 

De year go by so fas’, Batiste, 

Dey ain’t stay leetle chil’ you know. 
Eet all seem lak wan gran’ plaisir 
W’en dey to mans an’ woman grow. 
Pierre an’ Jean leev on New York, 
Dey mak’ beeg monee on de ice. 

Eet almos’ break deir fadder’s heart 
To hear dem fellers say de price. 
Dey buil’ new house an’ beeg red barn, 
An’ w’at de Yankee call “silo!” 
An’ feex de ole place oup so fine 
Dey’re proud to bring deir frien’s for show. 
Louise teach school, Celine mak’ hat, 
Petite Marie she work on store, 

De beeg girl marry all good mans, 
Dey do not stay at home encore. 
Les enfants went off wan by wan. 
Dere’s only lef’ us leetle Paul. 

I som’ tam ask Rosie, ma femme, 
W’en he was go a Montreal! 

She say, “Cesaire, je suis content. 
You are not rich on house an’ lan’, 
Mais, Dieu est bon—He geev to us, 
De bes’ He has for any man.” 

So w’en de Spring com’ on de hill, 
Sweet memory com’ back to me.— 

I leev de day dat’s pas’ an’ gone. 
Batiste, dat’s why I’m so happy! 
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DE HARVEST MOON 


Dey’rE cutting corn back home I know 
An’ gadderin’ de grain. 

M’sieu Jack Frost ees on de go 

For paint de leaf again. 

De w’ole day long ees bright sun-shin’ 
De night am cole an’ still 

An’ Harves’ Moon so beeg an’ fin’ 
Ees sailin’ o’er de hill. 

Dat mak’ me wish dat I was dere— 
I’m t’ree year gone away, 

An’ hever night dey say de prayer 

Dat I com’ home som’ day. 

An’ don’ forget I say de sam’ 

So le bon Dieu mus’ know. 

But, oh, eet seem a long, long tam— 
I want to see dem so. 

I bet dere’s lo’s of pa’tridge, me, 
At Hibou on Wes’ Hill; 

An’ dat dere’s beez-nesse now plaintee 
At Jewett’s cider-mill. 

I'd like som’ apple, me, firs’ class, 
An’ roas’-corn on de ear, 

An’ punkin-pie would fin’ a plac’ 

Hif I could have eet here! 

Dey’ve gaddered butternut, I know, 
An’ spread ’em out to dry— 

De corn ees pile oup in a row 

For huskin’ by an’ by; 

Dat celler now ees purty full 
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Of tings dat’s good for heat, 

Wit’ pre-serve, jam, an’ nace pic’kle, 
An’ jelly red an’ sweet. 

Eet’s Harves’-tam ’way back oup home, 
I feel eet on de air, 

An’ dat’s w’at mak’ de tear-drop com’— 
I’m wishin’ I was dere. 

I clos’ ma eye an’ see de plac’ 

W’ere I would Jak to be 

An’ w’ere I'll quickly turn ma face 
W’en we lick Germany. 

De sam’ moon watches over al]-— 

De battle fiel’ an’ farm. 

She see de man lak dead leaf fall— 

She hear de War’s alarm. 

Back home she look on peaceful hill— 
Out here, wit’ pityin’ glance, 

Up on de camp, so dark an’ still, 
Asleep—“somewhere in France.” 
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ROSE MARIE 


Hir all de woman on dis lan’ 

Ban lak ma Rose Marie, 

I bet dat M’sieu Hoover man 
Was los’ hees job mebbee. 

I s’pose hees shape ees not firs’ class 
For dress dat now ees wore, 

So all de man on street he pass 
Turn ’roun’ an’ look som’ more. 
But oh, ba gosh, he was de queen 
W’en I was beeg hongree. 

De mos’ bes’ chef you nevaire seen 
Can’t beat ma Rose Marie. 

Her cook pea-soup an’ johnny cake 
Wit’ honion all way troo. 

Dat ragout heem wit’ biscuit mak’ 
You swear was chicken stew. 

I section boss on de C. V. 

An’ own ma leetle place. 

Dat’s jos becos of Rose Marie 
Who ain’t t’ink work disgrace. 
Her do de wash for t’ree lady 
Who want to play beeg bug 

An’ mak’ you t’ink dey got monee 
An’ try to put on lug. 

De clo’es for leetle wan he sew 
Dat’s got de style plaintee, 

So w’en onto de Church dey go 
you tink dey’re from Paree. 

She kip dem on de school alway. 
He boun’ for educate. 


34 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


Jo’seph hon top hees class today— 
P’raps som’ tam boss de State 
Two acre lan’ ees not beeg size 

For familee of treize. 

Ba! Franklin Fair we tak’ de prize 
On ha’f de stuff we raise. 

We got a horse, two cow an’ pig, 
An’ good hen dat will lay, 

An’ affer Church we tak’ de rig 

Go picnique doun de Bay. 


But w’en France call to Oncle Sam 
He say to me, “Pierre, 

I know dat we not rich, ole man, 
But we mus’ do our share. 

You tell Cesaire, an’ Jean also, 
Dat I mak’ no hooraw 

But cheer dem w’en I see dem go 
An’ say jos’ “Au Revoir.” 

Dere’s camouflage for you encore. 

I tole eet entre-nous. 

She know dey may not com’ som’ more 
W’en all dis war ees troo. 

P’rap you t’ink she do not care 

For heem no cry you see, 

Mais le bon Dieu hear all de prayer 
Of ma chere Rose Marie. 
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LYENVOI 


Dat’s seexty year com’ next Noel 
I marry Rose Marie, 

An’ leeve us doun on ole Kebec 

An’ start good familee. 

I work lak dicken—on summer 
Earn dollar torty five 

On boat dat ronne ’cross from Le’vis, 
In Winter, on log drive. 

Dere’s nevaire monee for de bank, 
For affer heat an’ clo’es, 

De Church an’ schoo’ tak all de res’ 
An’ dat’s de way she goes. 

Mais, I was yong an’ beeg an’ strong, 
An’ glad to occupy. 

For ten year eet was all de sam’. 

I purty satisfy. 

Mais, w’en Jean Ruisseau cam’ from State 
To visite on our place, 

An’ tole us how he own nace farm— 
Eet mak’ me feel desgrace. 

Right den I tak eet on ma hade 
Dat was ma chance he bring, 

An’ hif he know of wan I get 

I do me dat sam’ t’ing. 

An’ Rose Marie stan’ on ma back. 
She say, “Ba oui, Cesaire, 

Eet beeg mistake for work all tam 
An’ den not get som’w’ere. 

We buy wan, too, wit’ cow an’ pig, 
Dey halp to mak’ eet pay, 

So all de yong wan go on school 
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An’ learn de Yankee way.” 

Dat ees correc’ w’at Rosie say. 

She tole to me, souvent, 

Dat w’at dey get onto deir hade 
Ees bettaire den l’argent. 

An’ don’ forget to mak’ musique, 
Also de dance an’ song, 

Eet kip dem on de house content, 
An’ mak’ de ole folk yong. 

Dat’s feefty year ago we lef’, 

An’ Paul jos small babee. 

T’ree year hees two boy fight for France, 
Our fader’s own contree. . 

I glad I ain’t leev on Kebec 

W’en I see how dey stan’, 

An’ don’ forget dat I am shame’ 

Dat Laurier’s French man. 

Dey say de speerit of de dead 

Com’ back on earth som’ more. 

I wish two-t’ree would pass dat way— 
I mebbe mak’ eet four! 

Venez a nous, La Salle, Champlain, 
Spik oup an’ let dem know, 
Montcalm an’ bon Jacques Cartier, 
Deir tam ees com’ also. 

Rouse oup French man! Get on you feet, 
An’ join de worl’ an’ fight. 

Eet ain’t an English war. Ba non! 
Eet’s battle for de Right. 

Shak’ off de dus’ of feefty year. 

Put shoulder on de wheel. 

Show oup de speerit of Belle France, 
An’ do your possibill! 
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YELLOW DOG 


W’tN I see Julie La Bonté 

Holdin’ down de nabor’s fence, 
Till de pos’ am gettin’ shakey, 
(For Ma’dame ees som’ immense!) 
An’ I hear her mak’ beeg fuss, me, 
’Bout de substitute we heat, 

Say she mos’ got an appendage 

Cos de soldier get de wheat. 

Ba dat mak’ me mad lak blazes, 
An’ I say hif she was man, 

“W’at you lak bes’, fight on trenches, 
Or stay home an’ heat de bran?” 
W’en I hear beeg man lak Paquet, 
Who ees pilin’ oup de cash, 

An’ den tellin’ all de people 

Dat dis contree’ll go to smash; 
How we can’t buil’ ship or raise men, 
Dat de wheel ees slip de cog— 

I respec’ he’s got de symptom 

Of disease nam “Yellow Dog.” 

Gee, dat mak’ me mad lak tonder, 
An’ I say “Ba gosh, dat’s true, 

We would pass for firs’ class German 
Hif de man was all lak you.” 
W’en I see som’ leetle yong sprout 
Who has got a lot to say 

To mak’ oders see deir duty 

In a mos’ obligin’ way, 

But who don’t put on de khaki 
Nor get headed for a trench, 
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Don’t t’ink dis war “affaire d’honneur”— 
(Dat’s de way we say in French!) 

O! Dat mak’ me mad for hear heem, 
An’ I tole heem on hees face, 

Such mans ain’t wors’ price we’re payin’ 
Dat eet bring us moche desgrace. 

Rose Marie spik oup an’ tole me, 

“T ees purty sham’ of you. 

Don’ you know dat folks lak dese wans 
On dis lan’ ees mighty few? 

Dere’s a Pilot who can steer us 
Straight ahead—right troo de fog— 
An’ He’ll mak’ eet His own beez-nesse 
To tak’ care of Yellow Dog!” 

Den dat mak’ me laff lak yong wan, 

An’ IJ say to her, “Ba oui!” 

(How you s’pose I know ma platform 
Hif eet want for Rose Marie!) 
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APRES LA GUERRE 


I cugss I ain’t de sam’ man, me, 
I was four year ago, 
Who t’ink I was boss of caboose 
An’ purty near wole show, 
Wit’ t’ree boy dat do work on farm, 
An’ nottin’ more to pay, 
Eet don’ com’ on ma hade a-tall 
Dat I could stop an’ say 

“Apres la Guerre.” 
W’ere are dey now? Ba, Jean, he sail 
Wit’ troop from Canadaw 
Four year ago—across de sea, 
W’en firs’ dey mak’ de War; 
Den Oncle Sam he tak’ a han’ 
W’en he see hees way clear 
De oder two ain’t wait for call, 
Mais, go as volunteer. 
De ole house ees beeg plaintee 
An’ hever’t’ing ees still. 
Dere ain’t no jeeging on de shed, 
No whis’lin’ oup de hill. 
De pantry she’s clean all de tam— 
No crum’ ees on de floor, 
De cooky jar he oupside doun, 
An’ pie we see no more, till 

“Apres la Guerre.” 
Carleau, deir dog ees los’ hees pep— 
Don’ grow] or bark no more, 
But sleep wit’ wan eye open wide 
Close on deir chamber door. 
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Grandmere sit on de porch an’ knit, 
(An’ all de tam say prayer) 

To watch de mail box doun de road, 
For news from ‘Over Dere.”’ 

I feel myse’f lak leetle chil’ 

W’en dere ees gran’ tonnerre. 

I want to hide ma face an’ know 
Som’ wan ees wit’ me here. 

To mak’ dis worl’ fit place to leev 
Eet ees beeg price we pay. 

Le bon Dieu can’t stan’ hevert’ing. 
Som’ tam He want Hees way. 

So hever day I do ma bes’ 

To mak’ Heem onderstan’ 

Dat hif dis cruel war will end 

I will be different man. 

I try not get de swell hade, me, 
But let ma frien’ all know 

Dat from now on Cesaire La Doux 
She geev de Lord fair show. 


4l 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


LA CROIX DE GUERRE 


Ma soeur, listen please, wan moment, 
I hain’t leev to see de dawn 

An’ I ask you sen’ dis message 

To de girl I love, Yvonne. 

France, de contree I ban born in, 
But I cam’ an orphan, me, 

To fin’ home across de water 

Wit les “Soeurs du Charite.” 

Un bon homme ban bring me oup, too, 
Jos de sam hees leetle wan; 

An’ de farm dat was nex on heem 
Was de place I met Yvonne. 

All de boy on parish love heem, 

He could marry whole beez-nesse, 
Mais he tole dem dere som oder 
Wit dat nace French politesse. 
Den de war cam on dat summer, 

An’ I hear ma contree call, 

So I go wit English armee 

On de firs’ ship sail dat Fall. 

We was talk how we will marry 
On de ole stone church at home, 
An’ I want you wrote heem lettaire 
Tole heem w’at for I no come. 
Now ma soeur, eet’s almos’ over, 

I forget me all de pain; 

For de happy day at Levis 

Kip com’ back to me again. 

Here’s de packet; sen’ eet to her! 
Eet’s de leetle “Croix de Guerre;” 
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I am satisfy to win eet, 

Eet ees for Yvonne, ma soeur. 
Tole heem nevaire min’ de promise 
Hif he fin’ som nodder wan, 
Mais don’ listen to dose slacker; 
Tak’ a man who saw Verdun. 
See! de light shine oup de riviere, 
Look! ma soeur, can eet be morn? 
Non—de girl I love ees comin’! 
See! eet ees—eet ees Yvonne! 
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ANTOINE’S PHONE 


De musique me, I lak so well, 
Dat’s playin’ nace an’ sweet, 

An’ w’en I hear de violin 

I can’t kip still ma feet. 

Som’ tank victrola ees de bes’. 
Dem beeg bug, piano; 

W’en Camille she com’ off de State 
Her have de piccolo. 

Dere’s beeg pipe organ on de Church 
Dat hev’ry wick we hear, 

Mais you jos bet eet ain’t de wan 
Dat geev me mos’ plaisir. 

Down to de Fair we go en Fall 
To hear de brass-ban’ play. 

An’ dat leetle “Marie-go-’roun’ ” 
Mak’ musique all de day! 

I say, “Ba oui, dat’s purty good,” 
An’ all my monee go, 

So young wan ain’t get troo de place 
On all de leetle show. 

Mais, jos de sam’, w’at beat dem all 
W’en I am home alone 

Ees leetle bell dat ring all tam 
Since Antoine got de phone. 

We got nace place out troo de wood, 
Oup on de hill she stan’. 

We buy eet cheap becos ennui 

Ain’t ’gree wit’ Yankee man. 

Dat R. F. D. don’ pass de door— 
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So on de house we do not get 

De mail—not hever day. 

Mais, since dem boy was on de War 
Dat bell ring more an’ more, 

An’ som’ beeg lady talk to me 

Dat nevaire spik before, 

An’ tole me dat de paper say 
How Paul stan’ by de gun, 

An’ ain’t afraid for tak’ hees chance 
To mak’ de German run. 

I knit de sweater, sock also, 

Mais, how de Red Cross known 
Dat I was firs’ class on de job 
Hif Antoine ain’t de phone? 

De Curé call us for de Mass 

He say for Jean Lemay. 

Her t’ree year dead, but jos de sam’ 
Eet halp her hif we pray. 

De teacher let de yong wan know 
W’en school don’ kip som’ more 

So dey don’ walk t’ree mile to fin’ 
A note pin on de door. 

We user wish for educate, 

But wit’ de phone so near, 

You all right hif you cannot read 
So long as you can hear. 

Dere’s plaintee say eet on de phone 
Dey don’ say on de face, 

Ba, hif you listen you fin’ out 
W’at’s goin’ ’roun’ de .place. 

For w’en I hear dem call Docteur 
I go me right off quick. 

P’rap dey need me for de work 
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Hif dere was som’wan sick. 

Dere’s Madame Smiff who brag an’ tole 
How soon hees washin’s done, 

So I phone down to next nabor 
An’ fin’ he ain’t begun. 

An’ don’ forget I let heem know 
De mos’ firs’ chance I had, 

Mais now he don’ say quite so moche. 
Heem ain’t wan half so bad. 
W’en som’ wan phone to mak visite 
I’ve plaintee me for heat, 

An’ feex de w’ole house all aroun’ 
Dey mos’ slip oup deir feet. 
Mebbe you t’ink la belle maison 
Ees w’at mak’ me happy, 

Wit’ ronnin’ water en kit’chen 

An’ firs’ class galerie. 

Mais dis ees true, dat ain’t de t’ing 
Dat geev de place de tone, 

Eet’s musique I hear all de tam 
Since Antoine got de phone! 
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CONTENTEMENT 
Dere’s plaintee people en dis world 
Who t’ink to be hap’py 
Dey don’t stay on deir home at all 
Mais ronne all tam mebbe. 

For me I’d radder tak de chance 

To fin’ de grand plaisir 

Wit de yong wan an’ Emmeline 
W’re I am livin’ here. 

Dere’s Monsieur Woodrow, Boss of State, 
Who halp lick German fraud 

Mais he ain’t all quite satisfy 

He want to go abroad. 

Of course he ain’t ask man lak me 
To tole heem w’at to do, 

But if he shall I say, “stay home,” 

An’ don’t forget dat’s true. 

Ba dat ain’t strange he need som’ shange 
Mebbe som’ leetle trip, 

Dat’s no small job he had, ba gosh, 
To steer the U. S. Ship. 

He want to shak’ han’ wit’ de King, 
P’rap see de Pope at Rome, 

But eet was bettaire let dem pass 

An’ write dem note from home. 

Dere’s lots of man so occupy 

Dat’s alway on de go, 

An’ home to dem ees any place 

W’ere dey can hang chapeau. 

Dey ain’t heat well, don’t sleep at night, 
T’ink w’ole tam of beez-nesse, 

Ba dey’ll fine out w’en dey was die 
“Contente-ment passe richesse.” 
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THE RICHEST MAN 


PAuL Rossier, de nabor say, 

Ban gone de las’ portage, 

An’ w’en de bell ees ring las’ night 
Eet tole how moche hees age. 

De leetle chil’ren stop deir play, 
“Our bes’ frien’ gone,” dey said. 
An’ Curé say, “Oui, oui. C’est vrai. 
De mos’ rich man ees dead.” 

Dat’s very strange dat he was leev 
On house so ole an’ poor, 

W’ere sun an’ rain com’ in plaintee 
Beside window an’ door. 

Eet stan’ clos’ by de leetle church 
Wance eet ban very gran’ affaire 
He buil’ eet many year ago 

An’ bring André, hees yong bride dere. 
De stone fire-place, de chim’ny-seat, 
De lattice-pane, for memory 

Of home she leev on far off France 
To come to heem across de sea. 

An’ O, de garden dat he mak! 

W’ere alway com’ de mos’ bes’ rose, 
An’ all de flower as hif dey knew 
De person love for who dey grow. 
So offen on de bright moonlight 
You see dem passin’ on de walk, 
An’ hear dem sing so sof’ an’ sweet 
An’ visite lak de lover talk. 

Dat’s many year he teach de school, 
An’ wan day cam’ deir leetle boy, 

So moche dey love heem on de place 
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De w’ole village mak’ eet deir joy. 
Ba, he was not lak oder chil’ 

Spik mos’ strange t’ing you nevaire see, 
W’at le bon Dieu ban tole to heem 
Troo bird an’ flower an’ star an’ tree. 
Wan Fall de fever com’ on place— 
Dat leetle boy was firs’ to go, 

An’ den Andre. An’ Monsieur Paul 
Ban lef’ dere all alone you know. 
Mais affer dat hees not de sam’. 

Jos lak hees t’ot go far away, 

An’ hif you spik to heem encore 

She ha’nt pay ’tention w’at you say. 
But offen som’ wan on de night 

Ban leev beeg basket on de door, 

Jos full of tings for heat an’ wear 
Hif any wan she’s sick or poor. 

An’ w’en de boy went on de War, 
To each he geev w’en en congé 

De mos’ bes’ t’ings dat he can fin’ 
To cheer dem oup w’en far away. 
He want no mention mak’ of eet. 
“T’ees all dot I can do,” he said, 
But hever wan know dat ’twas for 
De leetle boy dat ees com’ dead. 
Wan night he do not milk de cow, 
An’ she was callin’ at de gate, 

So nabor tip-toe troo de hous’ 

To see w’at for he be so late. 

He sit on Andrés high chair, 

An open book ban on hees knee, 

De smile dat light oup all hees face 
Was de mos’ beautiful to see. 
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Hees finger hol’ God’s promis’ fas’ 
De wan I say de very bes’. 

“All you dat work an’ tired out— 
Com’ on an’ I ban geev you res’.” 
Som’ folded paper fall from book, 

Jos lak de rich man leave souvent, 
W’en dey was die. “Of Paul Rossier 
Eet was las Will an’ Testament 

He want no fuss at funerale— 

Let Curé read jos Shepherd Psalm, 
An’ say de prayer to Heem who kip 
All dat He love safe from all harm. 
He geev de house, an’ cow, an’ pig, 
To widow wit’ beeg familee, 

An’ say dat w’at dey spen’ for flower 
‘To geev to her de w’ole monee. 

But let me tole eet to you now, 

No wan ees die on all de place 
Dat mak’ de heart ache lak she did 
W’en for las’ tam dey see hees face. 
For no wan on de wole village 

But say som’t’ing dat he was do 

To halp heem out w’en on trouble 
An’ stan’ behin’ to see heem troo. 
An’ all de leetle chil’ren cry 

For dere was no wan lak Monsieur; 
Dey learn so moche dat’s not on book 
All of de tam he’s livin’ here. 

So now I know pour certainment 
Jos why eet was de Curé said 

W’en Paul Rossier ban gone away, 
“De mos’ rich man ees dead.” 


50 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


DRIVE AND DRAW 


I ain’r moche for talk on publique, 
Mais, w’en I good t’ing know 

I lak for spik eet on nabor; 

Den dey do sam’ also. 

Mebbe dere ban som’ wan you seen 
Dat go all tam ’roun’ sad, 

An’ ain’t forget to remember 

Dem t’ing dey nevaire had. 

De Good Book say, “Trim oup you lamp 
An’ let heem shine, you bet, 

Don’ hide heem so no wan can see 
On dose bush’el bas’ket.” 

P’rap I ban mak’ beeg mistake, 

But dis I tole you true, 

Hif I was leev eet me, encore, 

Eet ban sam’ t’ing I do. 

I know we ain’t got gran’ maison, 
Mais dere ees room plaintee 

For de ole folk, an’ Jean’s petite, 
An’ our beeg familee. 

Le bon Dieu geev to us so moche, 
Not on installment plan, 

So hever wick w’en on de Church, 
I t’ank Heem bes’ I can. 

W’en we ban leetle boy back home 
On St. Anne de Beaupre, 

Antoine, she alway boss de roos’ 
An’ mak’ t’ing go her way. 

Her ride on cart an’ tole me, “Pull.” 
So moche you nevaire saw 
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She say eet ees more harder work 
To drive den ees to draw. 

All of hees life he kep’ dat oup, 
An’ six tam out of fixe 

Som’ man lak me will draw alway, 
An’ som’ lak Antoine, drive. 
Mabrodder maree girl on State 
Wit’ plaintee dey call veem 

So eet ain’t tak’ long tam, you see, 
To mak’ beeg man of heem. 

Dat’s lucky t’ing he lak to drive, 
For since dat he was dere, 

Hees Yankee femme has mak’ eet plain 
Dat eet was necessaire. 

He own, I tink, mos’ all de town, 
T’ree car an’ fin coupé; 

He’s Mr. Andrew Baker now, 
Not Antoine Boulanger. 

Dat mak’ me feel lak feefty cent, 

I want to hide ma face; 

To see heem change ma fadder’s name, 
Eet bring us moche desgrace. 

He talk all tam how rich he ban, 
An’ den he say som’ more; 

But w’en I look on w’at he has 

I t’ink she’s purty poor. 

He’s got de stuff, I know c’est vrai, 
But he ees so bee’zy 

He ain’t no tam for stay to home 
Or mak’ som’ familee. 

Las’ summer he drive on Kebec 

In hees beeg grande auto, 

Wit’ chauffeur an’ wan poodle dog 
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To stay on de Chateau. 

But let me say to you, ma frien, 
W’en he cam’ to Beaupré 

He cry lak he was leetle chil’— 
Ain’t want to go away. 

He say, “Nazaire, you took de bes’, 
An’ you nace familee 

Content an’ happy on deir home, 
Ees wors more dan monee; 

I geev you price to mak’ you rich 
For boy lak leetle Paul, 

Or girl lak Yvonne or Cecile— 

I wish I had dem all.” 

Dat mak’ me say to Rose Marie, 
“Ym purty satisfy. 

We ain’t stay here but leetle tam; 
An’ so, before we die, 

Eet’s bettaire miss som’ of de gol’, 
An’ all along de road 

To halp you nabor all you can 

To draw along hees load. 


53 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


SAVEZ-VOUS? 


Dere’s jos wan t’ing geev me bodder 
An’ eet mak me worry som’ 

W’en I see de Winter passin’ 

An’ I know de Spring ees com’ 

So I t’ink I ask de Captinne, 

Hif I nevaire see heem here, 

Does she s’pose dat we reach Ver’mont 
’Fore de sugar-tam ees dere? 
Course, I lak beaucoup la belle France, 
An’ I know dat I’m French man; 
But we don’ all dat dey ask us, 
Better go now hif we can. 

I hear som’ de Yankee stay here, 
But wit’ me she’s different,— 

I ban raise in God’s own contree 
On dat Stat’ dey call Vermont. 

O I wish I know to write heem 

Of de place w’ere I was born, 

W’en de snow can’t stay no longer 
But ban tole he mus’ “move on!” 
De wole beez-nesse ees jos’ smilin’ 
Wit’ de soft, sweet breat’ o’ Spring, 
An’ new life ees jos a-creepin’ 

In to hever place an’ t’ing. 

Two t’ree crow has been a-callin’, 
An’ a robin’s lookin’ ’roun’ 

To mak’ sure dat all pay ’tention 
Dat hees firs’ oup on de groun’; 
An’ de pussy willow’s noddin’ 

An’ de maple smell ees here, 
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Dat’s de way eet’s oup in Ver’mont 
W’en de sugar-tam ees dere. 

I get leetle lam’ in lef’ leg 

Dat beeg day on Belleau Wood. 
Chateau Thierry—de schrapnel 
Trim de right wan out for good, 

I ban gas’ an’ plaintee shell-shock, 
But eet’s not for dat I care;— 
Eet’s de longin’ for de home lan’ 
W’en de sugar-tam ees dere. 

Las’ night I ban all tam dreamin’ 
I was back on de ole place, 

Boilin’ sap at night wit’ fadder, 
(Beeg roun’ moon shine on hees face!) 
An’ I saw de dinner basket 

Dat ma modder know to fill 

Full of pie an’ ham an’ do’nut. 
Gee! but I can taste heem still! 
Den I see de w’ole crowd comin’ 
Hear dem laughin’ jos as plain; 
But dere’s faces in ma dream, sir, 
Dat we'll nevaire see again. 

An’ dem memory of Spring-tam 
Lo’s of achin’ heart mus’ bear, 
For de boy dat won’t be comin’ 
W’en de sugar-tam ees dere. 
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THE ANNIVERSARY 


Dart’s true, I nevaire ban de wan to make som’ 
beeg hooraw 

An’ let de people t’ink dat I feel gran’ 

Wit’ de bes’ farm on de county an’ wan firs’ class 
familee. 

I ban mos’ de happy man in all de lan’. 

Course I got a wife dat halp me, an’ she save eet— 
wit’ a spoon— 

All dat I was bringin’ in wit’ pick an’ shovel, 

So w’en Monsieur Hoover tole us on de ration for 
go slow, 

Rose Marie, ba gosh, can done eet wit’ out trouble. 

Mais w’at mak’ my cup ronne over, an’ I tole Bon 
Dieu ‘‘Merci!” 

(For I tink He purty near geev us our share), 

Was dat beeg surprise dey mak’ us on our anniver- 
sa’ree, 

Now I say let w’at come on me, I don’ care. 

Torty year we leev on corteau, oup an’ down jos’ de 
sam road, 

Onderneat’ de very shadow of Ole Jay, 

Wit de bird an’ brook for musique, le ciel seem 
right down close, 

An’ w’en once you mak’ de clim’ you glad for stay. 

Oh, you tak’ eet on de Spring day w’en de sugar 
tam was done, 

All de leetle leaf was startin’ from de tree! 

W’en ole robin on de maple was a flirtin’ wit’ hees 
mate, 

Dere was nevaire any oder place for me. 


56 


Oup in Ole Vermont 


For dere’s plaintee mak’ you happy if you only look 
aroun’ 

An’ don’ forget I tole you dis for true, 

I am satisfy wit’ Yankee dat feex oup dis farm so fin’ 

Mais I’m glad she want to sell eet w’en she do. 

Dat ole stone wall tole de story how dey rassle for 
de lan’ 

An’ beeg tember on de house an’ barn de sam’; 

An’ w’en you taste de happle from dat orchard 
down below 

You ain’t feel quite so hard on poor Adam. 

Dis ees w’at I say to Rosie w’en we h’eat wan good 
dinnerre 

On de day w’en we was marry feefty year, 

W’en I look aroun’ de cornerre, an jos w’at you 
tink I see? 

More den ’bout wan honder person comin’ here— 

Dere was hever wan de yong wan, an’ dey bring 
deir familee 

An’ met de w’ole shebang wit’ brodder Joe, 

For Pierre an’ Jean had sent heem from New York 
de wick befor’ 

For our present—wan nace leetle Ford au’to. 

So de Curé cam’ oup een eet, jos to mak’ |’affaire 
sacreé, 

Wit’ fin ad’dress read by Monsieur Paul Coté. 

Eet ees purty good for tole man w’at you t’ink of 
heem som’tam 

Leetle w’ile befor’ she’s dead or move away. 

Wall! I t’ot dat I was done for, an’ was gettin’ 
quite passé 

W’it som’ nervous prosperation, an’ de t’ings de 
Yankee get, 
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Mais! Dat auto’mobile feex me—I’m don’ place 
ma foot to stay, 

An’ I’m good for twenty year or more you bet! 

Dat was Paul boy leevin’ wit’ us; he know how to 
drive machine, 

Mais I nevaire t’ink J leev to see de day 

Dat I’d get oup in de mornin’ an’ befor’ de sun she’s 
down, 

Mebbe we would be two honder mile away. 

Rose Marie ain’t w’at he uster, had a lot of rheu- 
mateez, 

Plaintee fatigué an’ not so much esprit, 

But dat leetle Ford ees cure heem, beeg change ees 
come on hees face, 

Ba, dere ain’t no smarter woman dan he be. 

An’ de style dat he was trowin’, chiffon veil an’ bon 
chapeau, 

I be ’fraid dem ’ting ees makin’ people talk, 

Dat short skirt an’ purple sweater, an’ dem yellow 
high-heel boot, 

Som’ tam, I respect, he’ll bus’ de w’ole sidewalk. 


Dat’s ‘four year ago dis summer, lots of t’ing has 
mak’ us sad, 

But all de tam you fin’ dat dis ees true, 

Dat w’at bring us one gran’ plaisir w’en our work 
was almos’ done 

Ees les enfants dat le bon Dieu geev to you. 

W’en de col’ win’ blow from mountaine an’ de 

@. snow ees pilin’ high 

sit down befor’ de fire wit’ Rosie Marie, 

An’ we nevaire min’ de stormin’, for we speakin’ of 
de tam 

W’en les enfants mak’ our anniversa’ree. 
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LA VISITE 


I BAN feex line fence in pasture 
So dem cow ain’t jomp som’ more, 
On de cornfiel’ of de nabor 

Lak she do t’ree tam before. 

An’ I glad I’ve job dat tak’ me 

All day long away chez-nous, 

For I feel beeg lump on t’roat, me, 
An’ I want to tole Bon Dieu. 

We ain’t have good luck for long tam, 
Hever since before de War, 

An’ I ask ma femme so offen 

W’at he s’pose eet ain’t come for? 
Den heem alway smile an’ tole me, 
“Ba je ne sais pas, Pierre, 

P’rap mebbe we ain’t done our part, 
An’ dat eet was necessaire.” 

Den w’en heem get seek wan summer: 
An’ mus’ go to hospitel 

We jos had de farm to mortgage, 
Get beeg Docteur mak’ heem well. 
An’ de war she cam’ on Augus’, 

All t’ree beeg boy want to go 

Back to Canada, for halp eet 

W’en deir contree need dem so. 
Henri ban de wan we count on, 
Was las’ man at machine gun, . 
An’ he pay de price, mes enfants, 
W’en shell hit him at Verdun. 
Louis crawl all night for fin’ heem, 
Mais he nevaire see a trace, 

But he fin’ som’ oder dying, 
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So he tak’ heem in hees place. 

But dey get heem on de way bac’— 
Now he’s wearin’ wooden peg; 
Course she got a medal for eet 

But dat ain’t de sam’ as leg. 

All dese t’ing pass troo ma head, me, 
All alone oup on de wood, 

An’ I say so I can hear eet, 

“Do eet pay moche to be good?” 
Dere’s ma ole frien’, Jean Carpentier, 
Born along sam’ tam as me, 

An’ he alway raise de tonder, 

Lak som’ Yankee dat you see. 
Firs’ wan scrape an’ den som’ oder, 
Till hees fadder tole heem, “Pass!” 
W’en he play som’ trick on eglise 

So de Curé ain’t say Mass. 

An’ hees fine she’s torty dollar 

But she ain’t have not wan sou, 

So I geev her all ma monee 

On de Bank Riviére du Loup. 
Course he pay all dat bac to me, 
An’ beeg interest, too, he geev, 

Dat scamp’s wort’ t’ree honder t’ousan’ 
On Vancouver w’ere he leev. 

Den I look doun troo de vallee 

All so quiet lak an’ still, 

An’ I feel a peace com’ on me, 

As I ban start doun de hill, 

An’ I say “T’ll stop ma worry 

An’ jos tak’ t’ing as dey come.” 

But eet hain’t so easy do eet 

W’en you ’fraid you los’ you home. 
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I hear leetle Alphonse callin’ 
“Pere, depechez-vous, toute suite, 
Dere’s beeg man on wan grand auto 
Com’ to pay to you visite.” 

But I s’pect dat’s ole man Le Blanc 
Mebbe com’ wit’ Notary, 

To feex oup about de mortgage, 
So I ain’t mak’ moche hurry. 

But I see dere’s beeg excitement 
All aroun’ about de place, 

An’ ma femme he was a talkin’ 
Wit’ hees han’ an’ feet an’ face. 
Firs’ he dance som’ leetle jeeg, heem, 
Den heem laugh an’ den heem cry, 
An’ I tank he ees com’ crazee— 
P’rap he ban be goin’ to die. 

Say, dat man was Jean Carpentier. 
An’ he ronne fas’ for meet me, 
An’ beeg soldier man dat’s Captinne 
Had bofe arms aroun’ Louis. 

An’ Jean cry w’en we embrasser, 
Lak hees heart was break wit’ joy, 
An’ he say, “Pierre, your Louis 
Save for me my only boy. 

W’en he say hees name was Bedard 
I can only t’ink of you, 

So we cam’ across de contree 

To mak’ sure dat eet ees true. 

An’ to you I owe wan beeg debt, 
Wan dat monee can not pay.” 


But, ma frien’, de ole man Le Blanc 
Hain’ t nevaire com’ *roun’ ma way! 
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A QUESTION 


I’ve had plaintee mak’ me worree 
But I t’ink w’at beat dem all 

Ees a question I mus’ answer 

On ma boy nam’ Louis Paul. 

He say dat de Boss ban tole heem 
Hany tam she lak to go 

For pass two wick on vacation 

All he do ees let heem know. 
Course, he nevaire have no bodder 
Always jos sam’t’ing he want, 
For de place she’s lak no oder 

Ees hees ole home on Vermont. 

But she lak for have me tole heem 
Wedder Spring, Winter, or Fall, 

Or does I t’ink dat de Summer 
Ban de mos’ bes’ tam of all. 

Now w’en Spring com’ on de hillside 
An’ I tap de sugar-place, 

An’ de Sun ees show ole Winter 
Dat he’s halpin’ win de race; 

W’en de sap ees ronnin’ over 

An’ dey’re boilin’ day an’ night, 
An’ de ham an’ do’nut fryin’— 
Ain’t you s’pose dat tam’s all right? 
Mais, w’en we got all de seed in, 
An’ de long, warm day ees here, 
P’rap som’ leetle wile for res’ us 
’Fore de hayin’ will be dere, 

Dat’s nace tam for pay de visite 
Doun de river Lamoill-ee, 
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On our girl dat marry meel-man 

An’ ees makin’ good monee. 

I ain’t want to do de braggin’ 

"Bout de place I leev in, me, 

An’ to say dere ain’t no oder 

Dat’s more bettaire den she be; 
Mais, I tole fac’ truf, mon ami, 

An’ I see eet more an’ more, 

Dere ain’t nottin’ hol’ a candle 

Wit’ dat ride troo Avery Gore. 
Course dat Snuggle Notch an’ Mansfeel 
Som’ day will be wan gran’ prize, 
An’ mak’ oder mountain’ ’roun’ dem 
Say “W’at for we a’vertise?” 

I ain’t spikin’ for dis w’ole worl’, 
But say for myse’f, ba oui, 

Hazen Notch, ’roun’ road to Eden, 
Plaintee good enough for me! 

I ees proud for hear de yong wan 
Read eet to me on de book, 

Dat firs’ glance of dem Green Mountain 
A French man from Europe took. 
An’ ba golly, eet ees fonny, 

We got dat an’ more to boot, 

For eet’s Monsieur Samuel Champlain 
Ban de firs’ to place hees foot! 

An’ a Summer-tam among dem 

You jos feel deir influent, 

An’ you glad dat you ban leevin, 
Hif you home ees on Vermont. 

W’en de day ban growin’ shorter 
An’ Jack Fros’ ees troo de lan’, 

An’ Miss Autumn’s got a dress on 
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Painted oup to beat de ban’, 

An’ de very air ees smellin’ 

Of som’ t’ing we lak de mos’ 

Wit’ sweet-cider, nut, an’ apple, 
On de huskin’ or corn-roas’ ; 
W’en de hunter get hees gun out 
To go lookin’ for a track, 

An’ ees sure he see a honder 

By de tam he ees com’ back; 
W’en de camp ees warm an’ cozy, 
So de win’ com’ not a-tall 

An’ de deer ees ronnin’ plaintee— 
Wi’at you tink about de Fall? 

O! But talk about de good tam, 
W’en ole Winter she ees here, 
W’en de w’ite snow pile eetse’f oup, 
An’ de air ees cole an’ clear! 

Den de party an’ de sleigh-ride! 
(An’ al’so de Midnight Mass) 
Hif you got a horse dat know nuff 
To go ’long—but not too fas’! 
An’ w’en I ban t’ink eet over 

I am worree more al’way, 

For each season seem de bes’ tam 
An’ I ain’t know w’at to say! 

So I tole ma femme to wrote heem 
Dere’s no dif’frence—not a-tall— 
For Vermont’s all right de year ’roun’— 
Winter, Spring, Sum’mer or Fall! 
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